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pie should be kept that length of time in 
their seats without even the chance of stand- 
ing up. It is unprecedented in theatrical 
annals, and, earnestly, should be immediate- 
ly corrected by cutting the entertainment 
into two parts, and give the public, as well 
as the neighboring saloon-keepers, some 
chance for their lives. 

In the tenth scene a skating pond is intro- 
duced, and "champion" skaters do various 
strange things on parlor skates. This part 
of the affair scarcely adds to its attractions, 
and could be dispensed with advantageously. 
There 1 are. several beautiful scenes, but the 
"Dell of Ferns,' * changing to the Retreat 
of the Silver Sprites, is gorgeously grand, 
and surpasses, if such a fact can be realized, 
the superb transformation scene in Midsum- 
mer Night's Dream. 

Humpty Dumpty is undoubtedly destined 
to a three months' run, and to that end we 
consign it. 

CORRESPONDENCE. 



Rome, February 1. 
Dear Mr. Watson: 

I am in Rome! With what a thrill of de- 
light do I record this triumphant event, for 
at last the dream of years is realized, and I 
am in Italy — in Rome, august "city of the 
soul." We entered the mighty city by star- 
light, and through the evening darkness I 
recognized some of the familiar places that 
I had known from childhood in pictures — 
the Piazza de Spagna, with its fountains and 
broad, high stone steps, which our dear old 
Anderson has commemorated in his charm- 
ingly romantic " Improvisators " Our four 
days' journey is now ended; it has been a 
journey of unliifiited 'variety and 'pleasure. 
We left Paris at 8 o'clock P. M., and each in 
our corner of the luxurious cars, prepared to 
be very comfortable. We were in the 
" grandest vitesse" of France, and we rushed 
on with American speed all through the 
gloom of the night, until we had penetrated 
into the far South, and by the glimmer of 
a few pale stars we looked out upon the 
slumbering city of Lyons. With the first 
faint gleams of gray • dawn, the beautiful 
Midi lay before me — the land of poesy and 
Provengal bards. As we approached Mar- 
seilles, the prospect expanded into broad, 
sterile fields, rocky and undulating, made, 
however, picturesque by the dark green 
verdue of the thick, low olive trees. With a 
glowing noonday sun, a pale azure sky, and 
the softest, balmiest May air, we entered the 
quaint old city of Marseilles. Here there 
was little of interest, excepting a magnificent 
drive, the Prado, of which the Marseillais 
exultingly say, " If Paris only had a Prado, it 
would be a little Marseilles!" We remained 
in Marseilles about thirty hours, waiting for 
our steamer, the Pausilippo, as the Messa- 
geries Imperiales only send out their boats 
once a week. I was tnily glad to be again 
en voyage, for Marseilles impressed me, as 
the French style it, more like "Le Bout du 
Monde" than any other place I have ever 
visited. We went on board the Pausilippo 
at 8 P. M. , but, as a gale was blowing, we 
were obliged to wait until three the next morn- 
ing, for the harbor is very dangerous as we 
run out between islands; but when once 
fairly at sea we met with a most gracious re- 
ception from Father Neptune. The beauti- 
ful Mediterranean had assumed for us her 
calmest mood, and the sky was of a richer, 
warmer hue than I had ever seen it in my 



dear Northern home. And what a charming 
voyage 1 It seemed like a pleasure-day ex- 
cursion, now skirting the shore of France, 
now a glance at some of the lovely islands of 
this heaven-blue sea, and then the first 
glimpse of the romantic Italian coast. All 
through the voyage I was haunted by souve- 
nirs of the sweet pictures drawn by Richter 
of the shores of Italy and its blue cloud 
islands — Pausilippo, Capri and Isola Bella — 
in his wonderful romance, " Titian;" and 
mingled with these images, a floating vision 
of the crafty Ulysses wandering over these 
classic waters. 

The first sight of Civita Vecchia, with her 
two tiny fortresses, impresses one somewhat 
as a toy military post, and much derision at 
her formidable aspect was expressed by a 
party of Englishmen beside me. Then as 
we approached nearer the familiar gleam of 
the French uniforms gave ine a momentary 
pang of homesickness for dear Paris. The 
boat could not enter the harbor, therefore 
we were obliged to go off in a little barca. 
The novelty of being rowed by a picturesque 
boatman over the clear rippling water, up to 
the very steps of the Douane, was a charming 
finale to our pleasant voyage. And now we 
are on Italian soil, and over the Douane 
floats the Papal flag. We arrived at an un- 
fortunate hour, the morning express train 
to Rome having left ; but we passed away 
the three hours (Cattente very pleasantly 
rambling about the old town, mounting its 
ramparts, and throwing back a parting kiss 
to the dear Mediterranean, so beautiful in the 
ardent sun-glow ; then we walked out into 
the open fields and picked the daisies that 
were blooming so fresh in the bright green 
grass the last day of January. We passed 
several detachments of French troops, com- 
manded by very charming officers, who 
lifted their caps to bid us bon jour, and a 
great many contadini and beggars in the 
orthodox costumes of bright colored rags, 
and we tried very hard to meet a brigand 
and get robbed, but were not successful. 

At 3 P. M. we left Civita Vecchia by a 
slow train that stopped at every intervening 
station, thus prolonging our two hours' ride 
to four and a half, during which time we 
passed no town, and only caught glimpses of 
lonely villas nestling in the dark shadows of 
the distant violet-covered hills, but travers- 
ing this deso ate plain that encircles the city 
of the Tiber was far from tedious. For me 
it was the Roman Campagna, and every 
isolated mound and lonely monument was as 
vivid with interest as a chapter from the 
world's history by the pen of the immortal 
Gibbon. There was something so impressive 
and mysterious in the whole aspect, the 
Campagna stretching miles away to mingle 
with the misty horizon ; the declining sun 
tinging the mountain slopes and burnishing 
the distant sea; the white wooden cross 
erected by the wayside ; the landscape 
flecked with solitary herds, and over all the 
solemn, brooding stillness. 

Suuday, the 2d, being the feast of the 
Purification (Candlemas Day in the English 
Church), we attended High Mass at St. 
Peter's. There are only a few festivals in 
the year when the Pope appears publicly at 
St. Peter's, so we were very fortunate in ar- 
riving just in time for the solemnities of the 
"Purificazione." Half-past eight found us 
on our way to the church, attired in the cos- 
tumes de rigueur for fete days — black dresses 
and black lace veils— for although bonneted 
ladies robed in colors are admitted into the 



church, they are not permitted to take seats. 
We are all familiar with the Piazza San 
Pietro, with its column and colossal statue 
of the Saint, the two fountains and the 
oolonnades surrounding the piazza, 8tod the 
grand old Church; but once inside, oh, how 
wonderful ! It surpasses my highest expec- 
tations, my most glowing dreams. So 
mighty, so glorious! We walked through 
the nave, with a long file of soldiers on either 
side, to the tribune reserved for ladies, for 
St. Peter's is not disfigured by pews or chairs, 
and tribunes to hold about fifty ladies are 
erected on the right and left of the altar on 
feast days only. A Chamberlain, in a very 
elegant dress — black velvet, with white knee- 
breeches and high boots, an antique ruff, an 
immense gold chain, and a very handsome 
face — stood beside the tribune and showed 
us our places. We found ourselves seated 
among a party of American ladies — one or 
two beautiful young girls among them — and 
all talking about a soiree musicale that they 
had attended the previous evening. The 
conversation was quite interesting to me, as 
Liszt had been present, and his manners and 
appearance were minutely described. There 
was also an infant prodigy who had played 
" an entire sonata of Beethoven, repeats and 
all !" to the great annoyance of these ladies; 
so it would seem that infant prodigies are a 
universal affliction. V[e had about two 
hours to wait before the commencement of 
the ceremonies, but we passed away the time 
very agreeably star-gazing after the pictures 
and frescoes, and watching the ever-moving 
stream of people — soldiers and civilians, 
ladies whose dress did not admit them into 
the tribune, the Papal Zouaves in their sim- 
ple gray uniforms, and the Swiss Guards in 
their fantastic dress of scarlet and yellow. 
At last eleven o'clock struck, and a burst of 
music from a military band announced the 
arrival of the Pope. Then the procession 
formed: first half a hundred demure little 
altar-boys marched two and two, then fol- 
lowed all the priests in Rome, if not in 
Christendom; next came the Greek and 
Roman bishops with the glittering mitres, 
and the Cardinals in scarlet and ermine; 
then advanced the Guarda Nobile, in their 
beautiful blue and silver uniforms; and now 
the troops present arms, and the whole 
church are on their knees, for the Pope is 
borne in on a canopied throne-chair. Dear, 
good old Holy Father, he has just that be- 
nevolent, melancholy smile that we always 
see in his portraits. Cardinal Antonelli 
walks at his right hand, that world-famous 
Minister. On the right of the altar the 
Pope's throne is erected, and there he sits 
while the bishops, priests and officers of the 
guard advance to kiss his hand, and receive 
from him a lighted candle. Then the Mass 
commences, one of the Cardinals officiating. 
The music comes from behind a screen ; 
there is neither organ or instruments, but 
only a chorus of soprani, and rising above 
all, with wonderful distinctness, we hear the 
voice of Mustapha, the chief singer of the 
Sistine Chapel, aged seventy. Wonderful, 
indeed, is his voice, but not satisfying; to 
me it seems unearthly, and totally wanting 
in the t4 sympathique" quality. At the 
close of the Mass the Papal benediction is 
given, and once more the grand procession 
forms to bear His Holiness back to the mag- 
nificent equipage, with postillions and equer- 
ries, that awaits him under the colonnades. 
There stand also the carriages of the Cardi- 
nals, with scarlet-liveried footmen, and in a 
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moment more the "whole brilliant pageant 
moves away. 

A rivedei'lcty 
Via Felice. Cecilia. 



Leipsio. — Dr. Franz Brendell, editor of 
the Neue Zeitschrift fur Musik, has had the 
knight's cross, second class, of the Order of 
the Falcon, conferred upon him by the 
Grand Duke of Weimar. Reinecke's Konig 
Manfred is in rehearsal at the Theatre. 

It is now said that Her Majesty's Theatre, 
London, will not be rebuilt, but that Mr. Gye 
and Mr. Mapleson have come to an ami- 
cable settlement of affairs; that the former 
will resign his management of the Royal 
Italian Opera in favor of the latter gentle- 



A GREAT SOUL IN A SMALL BODY. 

MATIIUSHEK'S 

PRIZE COLIBRI AND OR- 
CHESTRAL PIANOS. 

Call or send for Circular. 

BARLOW & DOEHLER, 

691 Broadway, New York. 

KINDT & MANZ,"~ 

Manufacturers of First Class 
GRAND and SQUARE 

PIANOS. 

WAEEEOOMS, 



RINGEL & DANNENBERG, 

Importers and Publishers of 

MUSIC, Etc., 

CLINTON HALL, 

ASTOR PLACE AND EIGHTH STREET, 
(Office of Watson's Art Journal,) 
Respectfully call the attention of the public to their large 
and complete. assortment of FOREIGN and AMERICAN 
MUSIC. Also, of PIANOS and MELODEONS for sale 
and to hire. The special attention of all persons inter- 
ested in Music is respectfully solicited to their latest pub- 
ications : 

Arion Carnival— March— Polka, by Charles Fradel. 

Vive la gloir, Marche militaire, by Aug. Buchel. 

Une petite fouille Polka Maz, by the same. 

Diane Galop do chasse, by the same. 

For You Polka, by George A. Rosenhauer. 



Important for Harlem, Yorkville 
and Westchester County. 

THE HARLEM CONSERVATORY OF 
MUSIC. 

Is now open at One Hundredand Twenty-eighth street, 
between Second and Third avenues. 

DIRECTORS. 
CHARLES FRADEL, F. GROUX. 



No. 865 BROADWAY, 



VOCAL INSTRUCTION. 

MRS. EDWARD LODER, Professor of Italian and En 
glish Singing, will receive pupils a ter the 2d of Sep 
I tember. 

Mrs. E. Loder has made a special study of Sacred Mu- 
sic, and has been uniformly successful in preparing ladies 
to fill positions in Choirs, also as Oratorio Singers. 

Mrs. E. Loder will form two classes for the practice of 
concerted musio, to commence early in September. 

Letters addressed, care of Chickering & Sons, 652 Broad- 
way, will meet with immediate attention. 



New York, 



RICHARDSON'S NEW METHOD 

FOR 

THE PIANOFOBTE 



UNEXCELLED, UNEQUALLED, 

AND 

THE STANDARD BOOK OF INSTRUCTION 

EMPLOYED BY 

THE BEST TEACHERS, 

THE BEST SCHOOLS, 

THE BEST CONSERVATORIES, 

AND ALL INDIVIDUALS 
who desire to obtain a Thorough and Practical Knowl- 
edge of Piano Playing. 
THIRTY THOUSAND COPIES ARE SOLD YEARLY, 
and it is no exaggeration to say, that 
QUARTER OF A MILLIOM SCHOLARS HAVE 
Become Accomplished Pianists 
by using this BOok. It is adapted alike to the youngest 
and to the oldest ; to the beginner for first lessons, and 
to the amateur for general practice. Sent post-paid. 
Prioe, $8 75. 

OLIVER DITSON & CO., Publishers, 277 Washington 
street, Boston. CHAS. H. DITSON & CO., 711 Broadway, 
New York. 

TO CHURCH COMMITTEES.— A Lady dc- 

sires a situation as Contralto in an Episcopal or Catholic 
Church. She has a fine voice, and is a porfeot roader at 
sight, and accustomed to all styles of Church Music. 
Address, CONTRALTO, 

Art Journal Office, Clinton Hall, Astor Place. 



J8@-A GOOD THING FOK THE HAIR. 

BAYBERINE RESTORES GRAY HAIR TO 
its youthful color and lustre, prevonts baldness 
andthe fading of the beard and whiskers. 
Sold by the Druggists. 

Depot 20$ Pearl street. 




ESTABLISHED IN 1816. 

MANUFACTURERS OF THE 

SPECIAL GOLD MEDAL 

CHURCH, 

SCHOOL and 

PARLOR ORGANS, and 

MELODEONS. 

Containing all the latest NEW and EXCELLENT im- 
provements. 
They are Pure in Tone, 
Unlimited in Power, 

Flexible to the slightest shade of Expression, and 
Beautiful in their unique and elaborate 
styles ot finish. 
Address for Circulars and Price Lists. 

CARHART & NEEDHAM, 

97, 99 and 101 EAST 23d STREET, N. T. 



A New Gold Medal Piano. 



LIND'EMAN & SONS' 



CELEBRATED AND UNEXCELLED 



Patent Cycloid Piano-Fortes, 



Were awarded, at the late Fair of the American Ins'.i- 
tute, the 



FIRST-PREMIUM GOLD MEDAL, 



NOVELTY, SUPERIORITY, AND EXCELLENCE. 



Similar testimonials were awarded these superb instru- 
ments at the State Fairs of 

MICHIGAN, INDIANA, KANSAS, 

and wherever they have been Exhibited in Competition. 
Worerooms 

No. 2 LE ROY PLACE, BLEECKER ST., 
One Block West of Broadway. 
Send for our new Gold Medal Circular, 

G. SOHIRM-ERv 

(Successor to BEERS & SCHIRMER,) 
IMPORTER AND DEALER IN 
FORETGN & AMERICAN MUSIC, 
Musio Paper, Strings, Portfolios, eto. 

Depot of ERARD'S GRAND AND COTTAGE PIANOS. 
Circulating Music Library, 

No. 701 BKOADWAT. New York. 

COMMONWEALTH 

Fire Insurance Company,, 

NEW TORK CITY. 
No. 151 Broadway. 

CASH CAPITAL $250,000 00 

SURPLUS, JULY 1, 1867 75,495 01 



FIRE INSURANCE 

IN ALL ITS BBANCHES. 

GEORGE T. HAWS, Presidont. 
abiubM.oughty, Secretary. oct5-ly. 



E. & G. G. HOOK, 

MANUFACTURERS OF 
CHURCH OXl.OA.SJS 

OF EVERY SIZE AND DESCRIPTION. 

Small Organs constantly on hand, completed or nearly 
so, suitable tor small Churches, Halls or Lecture-rooms. 

Also an assortment of second hand Organs for sale at 
low prices. 

Orders for tuning and repairing promptly executed. 

TREMONT STREET, NEAR ROXBURY LINE, 

BOSTON, MASS. 



